THE OCEAN'S LOVE TO CYNTHIA

So hath perfection, which begat her mind,
Added thereto a change of fantasy,
And left her the affections of her kind,
Yet free from every evil but cruelty.

But leave her praise; speak thou of naught but woe;
Write on the tale that sorrow bids thee tell;
Strive to forget, and care no more to know
Thy cares are known, by knowing those too wclL

Describe her now as she appears to thee;
Not as she did appear in days fordone:
In love, those things that were no more may be
For fancy seldom ends where it begun.

And as a stream, by strong hand bounded in
From nature's course where it did sometime run,
By some small rent or loose part doth begin
To find escape, till it a way hath won,

Doth then all unawares in sunder tear
The forced bounds, and, raging, run at large
In the ancient channels as they wonted were:
Such is of women's love the careful charge

Held and maintain* d with multitude of woe*;

Of long erections such the sudden fall:

One hour diverts, one instant overthrows,

For which our lives, for which our fortune's thrall

So many years those joys have dearly bought;
Of which when our fond hopes do most assure,
All is dissolv'd; our labours come to nought
Nor any mark thereof there doth endure:

No more than when small drops of rain do fall
Upon the parched ground by heat updried;
No cooling moisture is perceivM at all,
Nor any show or sign of wet doth bide.

But as the fields, clothed with leaves and flowers,
The banks of roses smelling precious sweet,
Have but their beauty's date and timely hours*
And then, defaced by winter's cold and sleet,